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with X. (a feminine character; I don't remember who, but that doesn't
matter), and this took place at Rouen or Amiens, where we had Just
(probably) visited the cathedral. We go into, or more exactly: we
happen to be in a pastry-shop where I am choosing cakes or candies
for X., which we are planning to take with us, A salesgirl takes them,
wraps them in paper, then, picking up a very delicate pair of scissors,
begins to use them to finish the package in an amazing manner that
I watch out of the corner of my eye while I approach the cashier to
pay. Whether candies or cakes, I knew that I had chosen about five
francs' worth, "That will be twenty francs," said the cashier; and when
I showed my astonishment: "Oh!" she exclaimed, "monsieur, it's be-
cause of the Gothic package." My surprise at these words was so great
that it woke me up (or, if you prefer, a sudden awakening immediately
emphasized my surprise), and that is what allowed me to remember
that dream so well. My amazement on awaking, my wonder as I
thought it over, was that I had so carefully favored that surprise. It
seemed to me that everything had been invented with the sole purpose
of leading up to that word, just as it would have happened in real life;
but how could it be explained then that I so little expected it? It was
I who had prepared it and I knew nothing of it
I had told this dream to Mme Theo, who at once told me another
dream which again involved that same inexplicable feeling of surprise.
In the afternoon she had received a certain rather beautiful piece of
cloth from which she thought she could have a bodice made, and, with
this in mind, had taken the cloth to a dressmaker. The following night
she dreamed that she was going to see the dressmaker; I was with her;
and as soon as we entered the fitting-room, we both saw, laid out on
an armchair, the bodice in question. It was obvious that the cloth had
been irretrievably spoiled, that the bodice was hideous, unwearable.
It gave her $ great &hock. And, seeing how upset she was, I ap-
proached her and exclaimed, as I patted her back in friendly fashion:
"Doji't be upset, dear, you will find a way to fix it up/'
Turning arouiici toward me, she then exclaimed in stupefaction:
"So you are calling me 'dear* now!"
And I replied at qnqe:
<cMy dear friend, I always do on such occasions.*
Obviously there was in this dream too an inexplicable displace-
ment. She had given herself an unconsciously prepared surprise, for
which, immediately afterward, she had given herself an explanation
that, however preposterous it was, had none the less been foreseen by
her, without her Rowing it